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Bananas and Monopoly 


Narrator (that's mel): We begin this story on a dark and stormy night.. Wait, are there nights that aren't 
dark? 


Sinclaire: Only on the north and south poles.. 

Narrator: Oh yes... anyway, it's dark and stormy- 

Aslo: The butt-plugs are missing like cheese! 

Sinclaire: Would you keep your perverted ramblings to yourself?! *smacks Aslo with a plastic trout* 
Aslo: Smells like chicken.. and not as good as the real thing. *sits down and picks at the carpet* 


Narrator: Oooookay.. Maybe it wasn't night. It was a bright sunny day, and the sun was out and birds were 
singing- 


Sinclaire: That was so redundant *rolls eyes* 


Narrator: Would you two shut up and let me do my fucking jobl!? 
Sinclaire: *glares but sits next to Aslo with chin in hand* 


Narrator: *ahem!* As | was saying, it was a bright sunny day, and-oh wait, this story takes place inside 
*smacks forehead* 


Sinclaire: *muttering under her breath* Bloody idiot.. 


Narrator: In the living room of a particular house, we see three individuals, two of which are slowly going 


insane from boredom. Let's spy on them- 
Sinclaire: *still muttering% Stalker... 


Narrator: -and see what they're up to. 


inside Twiz's living room* 

TV: And let's put a happy little tree right here. That rock looks a bit lonely, don't you think? 
Amanda: This is so boring, Twiz. Do we really have to watch Bob Ross? 

Twiz: *staring raptly at television in awe of Mr. Ross’ painting abilities.. or his afro% Uh huh.. 
Amanda: *sighs and crosses arms* 

Jon: He's got cool hair 


Twiz: Shut up! *still watching TV whilst trying to smack Jon, coming dangerously close to falling off the edge 
of the couch* 


TV: And.. there we go. A lovely burnt auburn should bring that sunset out a little more *brushing noises * 
Amanda: Gay! 
Twiz: *succeeds in falling off the couch and lands on the remote control* 


*crunch! * 


Twiz: Ow! *sobs, though it's not clear if it's from pain or the loss of her coveted remote* 


Jon: That sounded like it must have hurt. Do you need mouth-to-mouth? 

Twiz: Y- 

Amanda: No! 

Twiz: *crosses arms and pouts* 

Amanda: Well, thanks to your extreme clumsiness, we can't change the channels. Now we're stuck watching PBS 
Jon: Oh my god.. Doesn't Mr. Rogers come on after Bob Ross? *horrified look crosses face* 

Amanda: *shakes head in helplessness * 

Jon: *tries to hide behind Amanda* 


Twiz: Oh grow up, both of you *gets up from the floor and unplugs the TV* There. Are you happy? Now 


we're not watching anything 

Jon: You sound like my mom 

Twiz: *threatens him with the cord* 

Jon: *opens his mouth to say something* 

Amanda: *elbows him in the ribs* 

Jon: *urintelligible sound of mixed surprise and pain* 

Amanda: So now what do we do? We have no entertainment 

Jon: There's always entertainment.. *said very insidiously* 
Amanda: *rolls eyes* Make Twiz do her ‘Spaghetti Walk’ for you 
Twiz: Shut up! *tries to turn Amanda off with her hair brush* 


Amanda: Aaaaanyway.. *looks around* Oh hey! You have Monopoly? *runs to the abandoned corner of the 


living room and pulls out a random object, causing everything piled on top of it to come crashing down* 
Jon: | want to see the ‘Spaghetti Walk’ *pouts* 


Twiz: ¥tries to turn Jon off too% *discovers its not working and throws brush at him* 


*the brush misses by several feet and knocks a bunch of bananas off the kitchen table* 
Amanda: You have bananas too? *runs to the bananas and takes one% 

Twiz: That was the sticker banana, wasn't it? 

Amanda: *takes the sticker from the banana and sticks it to Twiz's forehead* 

Jon: I'm gonna call you Chiquita from now on 


Twiz: opens her mouth to say something, but notices Amanda doing something obscene with her banana* 


Um.. What are you doing? 


Amanda: I'm practicing my deep-throat technique *goes back to shoving as much of the fruit down her throat 
as possible* 


Jon: watching intently 
Twiz: *throws a stuffed pug dog at him* *hits him in the forehead® 

Jon: *doesn't notice* 

Twiz: Alright! That's it! Amanda, no more bananas if you don't eat that properly. Jon.. just close your eyes 


Amanda: *after consuming her banana* Who wants to play? *notices Jon is about to say something® The 


game, | mean? 

Twiz: | guess. We've nothing better to do 

Jon: | want to be the shoe! 

Twiz: Fine, you can be the shoe 

Amanda: And | get to be the horsey! 

Twiz: Fine, be the horsey 

Jon and Amanda: Yaaaaaay! 

Amanda: *opens the box and puts the board on the floor* *finds her piece* 


Jon: | can't find my shoe! *starts to panic® 


Amanda: Dude, it's right there *points to the shoe sticking out from under a hotel piece* 
Jon: *snatches the shoe and inspects it closely* 

Twiz: So what the hell am | going to be? *sifting through the remainder of the game pieces* 
Jon: I'm the shoe! *hides his ‘precious’ behind his back* 

Twiz: | don't want the shoe.. *looking a bit uneasy sitting next to him* 

Amanda: Here *tosses a game piece at Twiz* You can be the thimble 

Twiz: Thanks.. Its very boring, isn't it? 

Amanda: Suits you perfectly 

Twiz: *throws a hotel at her *hits her between the eyes* 

Jon: *busy making his shoe walk across his knee* 

Twiz: Who gets to be the bank? 

Jon: Money! *goes back to playing with his shoe* 

Amanda: Uh, okay.. You can be the bark, Twiz. | don't like lending anything to anyone. 


Twiz: Oh joy 


*back to the Narrator and her "“assistants"* 
Narrator: Isn't this exciting? 

Sinclaire: PFFPH, no! 

Aslo: Lick my sole.. lick it! *holds foot up to Sinclaire% 
Sinclaire: *lights Aslo's foot on fire* 


Narrator: Anyway, the rest of the story is pretty boring. They play Monopoly for a while, get bored and 
decide to- 


Aslo: ORGYIII! 
Sinclaire: *smack!* 


Narrator: -go to Wal-Mart to buy a new remote for the TV. 


Thongs Are Not Hats! 


Narrator: *coming out of the bathroom* How many times do | have to tell you to put a new roll on the- ohl 


Hello! *clears throat* Yes, well, this is the next chapter of this ridiculously idiotic story- 
Sinclaire: You call this a story? 


Aslo: *with an Elizabethan collar around her neck to keep her from gnawing on her bandaged foot Look! 


Treeeeeeees! They're groooooooooowing! 
Sinclaire: *smack* 

Narrator: Anyway, we catch up with our... uh.. 
Sinclaire: Puppets... 


Narrator: Um, we catch up with them at the local Wal-mart.. 


Jon: Oooo00, this place is big.. *looking around in wonder * 
Twiz: Yeah, it's great *unenthused* 

Amanda: Do you think the bananas will remember me? 
Twiz: *rolls eyes* 

*they walk through the automatic sliding doors* 


Jon: *startles and jumps back* Ghosts! There's ghosts in here opening doors for people! *sees people exiting 
through the other door* *screams and hides behind Twiz* 


Twiz: Calm yourself, the, uh, ‘ghosts' won't hurt you. They're nice... 

Jon: Oh... okay, if you say so. *grabs Twiz's hand and doesn't let go* 

Amanda: *muttering something about babies * 

*now entering the store, a whole world of possible mischief is opened up to the odd trio* 


Amanda: Bananas! *runs to the stand of bananas and starts poking them* 


Twiz: Stop molesting the bananas! 
Amanda: *runs up to Twiz and sticks a sticker on her forehead* 
Jon: *giggles* Chiquita... 


Twiz: Oh yeah? *goes over to the feminine products and comes back* *sticks a ‘super absorbent" sticker on 
Jon's forehead®* 


Amanda: *rolling on the floor in a fit of laughter, ignoring the odd looks of customers as they walk around and 


over her* 
Twiz and Jon: Oh yeah? 
*both run off and come back with stickers * 


*when they are done, Amanda has several ‘size |2 long' and ‘size |8 relaxed fit stickers stuck all over her 
head* 


Amanda: Okay, it's not funny anymore *peeling stickers from her head* *looks at one* Size b my ass! 

Jon: *gasp!* Hats! *runs over to the women's lingerie section and begins pawing through the panties* 

Twiz and Amanda: *groan in frustration and chase after him* 

Twiz: Jon, those aren't hats... 

Jon: *ignoring her, puts a pair of sparkly purple thong underwear on his head and looks in the nearest mirror * 
Amanda: *pulls him away from the mirror and behind a display of push-up bras before any of the other 
customers can see him* Just what kind of logic do you use that makes you think these *holds up the 
underwear * are hats? 


Jon: What makes you think they're not? 


Amanda: They are used to cover a woman's unmentionables *demonstrates by dragging Twiz over and pulling 
her pants down* 


Jon: Ohhhh... *takes notes* 


Twiz: ¥enraged bellow* *smacks Amanda with a box of support hose and pulls her pants back up* | just hope 


no one else saw that.. *looks around nervously* 


Voice Over The Intercom: Security. Would security please come to women's lingerie? Security to women's 


lingerie, please. 

Twiz: Shit! *grabs Jon and Amanda and runs over to the electronics department* 

Amanda: Oww *rubbing her arm* 

Jon: *looking around at all the gadgets* Qooooco.. 

Twiz: *looking around in a paranoid fashion* That was close... 

Jon: Hey! I'm on TV! 

Amanda and Twiz: *look over to see him waving his arms wildly in front of a video camera® 
Amanda: Jon! Would you stop that? People are starting to stare. 

Twiz: The last thing we need is attention *grabs him again and pulls him away from the camera% 
Jon: *whimpers and tries to remain in frame for as long as possible before being dragged away* 
Amanda: So where are the remote controls? 

Jon: | have to go to the bathroom... 

Twiz: They should be over there by the TVs. And you can go to the bathroom after | find what I'm looking for 
Jon: But | have to go now *starting to whine* 

Amanda: You should have gone before we left 

Jon: | didn't have to go then 

Twiz: looking on the shelves for the right remote for her TV* | think this is it *pulls one down* 
Jon: Can | go now? *doing the ‘pee-pee dance’, complete with hopping* 

Twiz: Yeah, okay. This way *leads the way to the bathrooms* 

Jon: *looking at the door to the men's bathroom* | don't want to go in there all by myself 


Amanda: Tough. Get in there, do your thing and come back *shoves him through the door* 


Jon: B-! *cut off from the door closing* 

Twiz: *wanders over to the magazine rack and peruses* 
*Amanda and Twiz wait for almost IO minutes * 

Twiz: What's taking him so long? | thought he only had to pee? 
Amanda: Maybe the flushing mechanism confused him. 

Twiz: Well go in there and check on him. 

Amanda: What!? I'm not going in there! 

Twiz: Why? There's no one else in there, no one has gone in or come out since he went in. 
Amanda: Ugh! Fine! *stomps through the door * 

*a few moments pass, during which Twiz checks her nails* 

*a few more moments pass and Twiz is starting to get worried* 


Twiz: *looks at her watch and glances at the door% *cautiously pushes the door open* Guys? What is going 


on in here? 
Amanda: *muffled* Twiz! Help! 
Jon: *urintelligible mumbling * 


Twiz: What the fuck? *walks in% Oh my Bob! What the hell happened to youl? 


*Jon and Amanda are suspended from the bathroom stall walls by toilet paper. Jon is hanging upside down, and 
they are both wrapped up in giant TP. cocoons* 


Amanda: Just get us down from here! *kicking feet in vain attempt to break free* 
Jon: mumbles something and wiggles his fingers, which are the only things free* 


Twiz: *cuts them down with her handy dandy Swiss army knife This is the last time | bring you to a Wal- 


mart. 


Goldfish Can't Eat You. But They Can Sure as Hell Try! 


Narrator: Wow, that last chapter was cut kind of short, huh? 

Sinclaire: Yeah, ‘cause the silly chit whose writing this thing can't think of anything funny! 

Narrator: Why don't you pipe down? 

Sinclaire: *face turns beet red* *steam billows from ears* 

*following is censored* 

*dust clears* 

Sinclaire: Right, now I'm the bloody narrator, since the Narrator is all bloody. Oh, | am witty! 

Narrator: Uhhng.. can't.. see... eyes... full of.. own blood.. *passes out* 

Sinclaire: Right then, let's get this bloody show on the road. ls that how you Yanks say it? Who gives a fuck? 


Aslo: *runs into the room on all fours Ooooh! Blood! *starts licking the Narrator% Mmm, tastes like plastic 


trout! *runs out of the room on all fours again, giggling about Furbie's and orange juice* 


Sinclaire: *blinks* *stares at camera *points to the story without another word® 


*back at Twiz's place* 

Twiz: How the hell does this thing work? *squinting at her new remote control's instruction manual* 
Amanda: Jon! You stole those from the store, didn't you! 

Jon: Its not stealing! | liberated them! They were being oppressed. 

Amanda: Twiz! Come look what Jon stole from the store! 

Jon: Liberated! 


Twiz: ¥grumbling, goes into the other room to see what's going on* 


*Amanda and Jon are huddled around a large plastic bowl, in which roughly a dozen feeder goldfish are 


swimming * 


Twiz: Oh dear... Jon? Um, how did you.. No, never mind. | don't want to know how you got them here. But you 
can't keep them. 


Jon: But Chiquita! They like me! Look! *puts his finger in the water ®* *all the fish converge on his finger and 
start nibbling on it* See! They're giving me thank-you kisses for saving them. 


Amanda: Jon, they're probably hungry. They're trying to eat you. 

Jon: *screams and pulls his hand back as if he'd been burned* *there is a small goldfish stuck to his finger * 
žhe screams again and shakes his hand to get it off* *the fish flies through the air, bounces off the ceiling 
and back into the water * 

Amanda: Maybe you should give them some food. 

Jon: *shaking uncontrollably * 

Amanda: Right, I'll get it. *goes off in search of fish food* 

Twiz: I'm going back to trying to figure this thing out. *goes back into the living room* 


Jon: *follows her, clutching his hand as if it were injured* 


Twiz: *picks up new remote% Okay, let's see.. Power button, on. *lamp behind her turns on *stares at TV 


doing nothing What the fuck? 

Jon: Um, Chiquita.. 

Twiz: Not now, Jon, I'm trying to figure this out. 

Jon: But- 

Twiz: Shh! *still looking at instruction manual* Power button, on! *pushes power button% 
*in the kitchen, the microwave starts up* 

Jon: Um- 

Twiz: Shh! This thing is pissing me off.. Power button, on! *pushes it again% 


*in the bathroom, hair dryer starts* 


Jon: Uh- 

Twiz: Quiet! Sheesh! Power button, on! *jabs the power button* 

*outside, lawnmower starts* 

Jon: Hey, Twiz... | think- 

Twiz: Dammit! | can't concentrate with all this racket! *throws the remote on the floor* 

*TV turns on* 

Twiz: Oh, wow.. *sits down and flips through the channels * 

Jon: *sits next to her, inspecting his finger carefully | think one of those fish broke the skin.. 

Twiz: Uh huh... *not paying attention® 

Jon: Will you look at it for me? *shoves his finger in front of her face* 

Twiz: Hey! Jon! The damn fish didn't break the skin.. And go wash your hands! Those fish are filthy, disgusting 
shit eaters and you had their mouths all over your finger. Gol Now! *shoves him in the direction of the 


bathroom* 


Jon: *gives the fish bowl a wide berth as he passes it* Ungrateful bastards! | saved you, and all you can do is 


eat mel 

Amanda: *just coming in from outside Uh... did | miss something? 
Jon: Yes. ¥slams the bathroom door* 

Amanda: *feeding the fish* Twiz, why is the microwave on? 

Twiz: Three weeks. *obviously not paying attention® 

Amanda: *to herself* Must have fixed the remote... 

*in the bathroom, splashing noises, followed by a boyish giggle* 
Amanda: Um... Jon, what are you doing in there? 


Jon: *while giggling* Washing my hands. 


Amanda: | really need to get new friends. 


